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once more : but no black Titan towered before it now.
The storm had leapt Llanberris" pass, and all around
Elsley was one howling chaos of cloud, and rain, and
blinding flame. He turned and fled again.

By the sensation of his feet, he knew that he was
going up hill; and if he but went upward, he cared
not whither he went. The rain gushed through,
where the lightning pierced the cloud, in drops like
musket balls. He was drenched to the skin in a
moment; dazzled and giddy from the flashes; stunned
by the everlasting roar, peal over-rushing peal, echo
out-shooting echo, till rocks and air quivered alike

beneath the continuous battle-cannonade.------" What

matter 1 What fitter guide for such a path as mine
than the blue lightning flashes ?"

Poor wretch! He had gone out of his way for
many a year, to give himself up, a willing captive, to
the melodramatic view of Nature, and had let sights
and sounds, not principles and duties, mould his feel-
ings for him: and now, in his utter need and utter
weakness, he had met her in a mood which was too
awful for such as he was to resist. The Nemesis had
come; and swept away helplessly, without faith and
hope, by those outward impressions of things on which
he had feasted his soul so long, he was the puppet of
his own eyes and ears; the slave of glare and noise.

Breathless, but still untired, he toiled up a steep
incline, where he could feel beneath him neither moss
nor herb. Now and then his feet brushed through a
soft tuft of parsley fern: but soon even that sign of